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Old. J EPISODE ONE
$ f THE CAB AND HIS MAJESTY

I TT was sach an unusually beautiful andg l striking car that everyone looked at It,
r '1 then turned to look again.
IS 1 This was what Chrlstophor Race had'it j counted upon.
Oft 'H "Good old Scarlet Runnerl" he said as he
Ttli $ drove. "Good old girl, you're making your
Z Impression."

.1 Slowly the red car moved up Regent Strcot
I4 ao far aa Oxford Circus, where it turned to
5jj j roll back, like somo great, splendid beast
I! pacing the longth of a vast cage.

It was past seven o'clock; but the sky was
a blue and silver mosaic of stars, and elec- -

d; trie globes pulsed with white lights thatg , struck and glinted on the rich scarlet pan- -
m els of the automobile.
5$ The army of workers pouring home from

, ahop and factory, tho army of pleasure- -
uj. seekers pouring into restaurant and theatre,
.g all looked at the car, straining their eyes

to make out the crest gold and dark bluey
i painted on scarlet; and those among the

crowds who were women looked also at
Christopher Race.

Ip He drove alone, but he was dressed like a
gentleman, not in the gloried livery of a
.iiuuuuuu naj tL until, u.l rk, caic-iuu- u
young man, with an. air of breeding not con- -'

tradlctcd by his evident
His mouth clean-shave- n gave him strength
of character, and his eyes a sense of humor
and high daring.

Tho electric globes lit his face with the
fierce Intensity of theatre footlights, revoal-ln- g

In it not one mean line. But It was not
only tho good looks of the driver that at-
tracted attention; It was his extraordinary
behavior.

Ho sharply scanned each passer-b- y as If
searching the crowd for some lost friend;

; and whenever he caught tho eye of a well- -
dressed man who might, from his appearance,
havo a"good bank account and a correspond- -

n lngly good position In society, up went tho
'. gloved hand of tho motor-driv- in evident

j 'i Invitation. At the same time he smiled and
t slightly lifted his eyebrows, so that his

wholo face seemed to ask a question.
No one responded to his agreeable signals,

and he arrived at the corner of Charles
? Strcot without stopping once.

In this quiet thoroughfare of respectable
private hotels and better-Has- s lodging-hous- es

was dr&rru uy " lobllc, hand-Bom- o

onough to frTal f car. It was8 dark green In olor, and "it u.od silent and
Bad before a discreet-lookin- g doorway si-

lent bocauso tho motor had ceased to throb;
BSIU DCCaUSC, appareling , tJIDl C ao ouiuc ma-
lign reason for Its silonce.

As he slowed down to pass tho green car,
tho discreet door opened and a gentleman

i came out on tho pavement,
i He was dressed as an English gentleman

should be when ho Is going to dinner on a
winter evening in London; but, though ho
looked above all things a gentleman, he did
not look like an English gentleman.

Under the sleek silk hat, and above the
thick, white silk handkerchief that Allied
in tho "V" of the black overcoat, was a face
which an. observant person could hardly have

' passed without a second glance.
; Never before had the young man In the

red car beheld that face In the fleBh. save
once, when as a little boy he had been taken

: to a grand pageant to gaze In awe at thoso
' Dame clean-c- ut foatures (or others exactly

like them), under a glittering silver helmet.
But, unless ho were egrogioualy mistaken, he
had seon tho face In a hundred photographs,

5' In as many black-and-whi- te drawings .In
; Illustrated Journals; he had seen it carlca- -
H turcd in comic sketches, and flashed on to

I ; white sheets by blographs at music halls,
For a moment Christopher Race forgot all

about his car, his errand with the car, and
; his interest In the car that was disabled,
f But the first words spoken by the gentle- -
k' man with the shining hat and neat over- -
; coat reminded him forcibly of all three.

"No better success?" asked a clear voice,
R! . i TPntriiioVi nr!obd bv a sllrht for- -

clgn accent.
J "I am very sorry lndoed, sir," apologized
;( the chauffeur, but I haven't been ablo yot
1 to make out what's tho matter. S6methlng
j wrong with tho carburetor or the ignition.

"I'm late already," broke In the gontle-- ',

tnan. visibly bolstering up his patience,
y It was this moment that tho driver of tho
i red car chose for making hl3 habitual ges- -
I ture, which he accompanied with the usual

Inviting smllo and questioning lift of the
'!, eyebrows.
"l Instantly the keen gaze of the man with
l tho waxed moustache fixed hlo. "Why do you

3 hold up your hand?" inquired the clear tones,
with tho accent At the same
timo the speaker tried to mask his face In
Bhadow, backing away from tho blaze of tho
two cars' acetylene lamps.

"I hold up my hand bocause I'm plying
.f lor niro, aiioncicu m ivuu.
.1 "Eh? Plying for hlro with that car? You
3 are Joking, I suppose." Tone and oyes ex-- I

pressed astonishment, perhaps distrust. But
I tho red automobile had come to a dead stop,

ff and the gontleman In the tall hat had Btepped
ij o the edge of the pavement to examine It
! Xt close quarters, also to examine, Incident-
al lly, Its driver.
ft "Not at all," Bald Christopher Race, "un- -
4 less life Is a Joke. I'm out to gain a livell- -

hood. I have no license to live, but I have
' a license to drive, if you would care to see
5 it."
i "Hal" said the other, "you are & remark--

able pair, plying for hire you and your car.
J May I ask If you aro in tho employment of

some person who sends you out on this
4 business?"

"I'm my own employer under Fate. I
4rlvo my car; Fate drives me,"

" "Indeed? I'm Inclined to think" and tho
keen eyc3 flashed to tho tinkering chauffeur

' --"that Fate Intends you to drlvo me. What
do you think about it?"

"I should bo delighted to think that you
are right," returned Christopher Race.

"Very well." said tho othor; "I will en-
gage you for the evening. You can tako
me whore I wish to go, and wait. If my
ohautfour can bring my car round lat6r,
you can go- - but In any case you shall have

'

the same money. What are your charges?"
"For the entlro vening, five guineas." said

Christopher
1 "Good; that is Bettlod." The gentleman

Stopped forward, and the owner of tho redIf? ''ar and the chauffeur of- - th--e screen one both

i

sprang to open the door for him. But he
waved them back.

"I shall sit with the driver," he announced,
with the air of one accustomed to quick de-
cisions, and never to have them gainsaid..

"Do you know DeBmond House?" he asked,
when ho was in his place, and Christopher
ready to start.

The drlvor was not surprised In the cir-
cumstances to hear tho name of an historic
place, owned by a man whoso ancestors had
helped to make not only Its history, but the
history of nations. Ho replied quietly that
ho did know Desmond HouBe.

"Then drive me there. If you please, andas quickly as you can," said his employer.
"Meantime I shall be pleased to have you
solve the mystery of yourself and your fine
car."

Christopher obliged.
"If I had failed to earn at least the sum

of Ave guineas before twelve noth-ing could prevent me from losing another
sum, amounting approximately to one hun-
dred and seventy-fiv- e thousand poundB.

.Ho Invited Christopher to go on with thestory, and Christopher did, In a way per-
fectly frank, simple, and n little humorous.

The hundred and seventy-fiv- e thousandpounds or thereabouts are my uncle's."said he. "Also a rather nice house In thocountry, and a few other things which Iwas brought up to believe would eventually
be mine. But my uncle heard stories aboutmy llfo which didn't please him, and they
wero all true.

"Besides, If more were needed, I'd refusedto marry some girl ho wanted mo to take, toplease. So ho sent for me, and all my de-
ceitful meekness and sweetness of manner
was of no use. He saw through me, and toldme I was an Incorrigible young scoundrel.
Also, ho told mo his plan for my future.It Avas, to cut down my allowance from eight
to one hundred pounds a year. Just onough
to keep mo fed, clothed, and housed In
decency, which, In his opinion and In mlno.
when I came to think of It was more than
I deserved.

"I heard him through to the end, and thenproposed a substitute plan. I admitted theyoung scoundrel but denied the Incorrigible.
I said I thought that he might give mo a
chance to show that I had a backbone A3
proof of Its existence I refused tho allow-ance, asking my uncle to keep his money and
reserve his Judgment- - Said .1: 'If within ayear I'm a reformed charactor that Is, If
I've shown that I'm able not only to makemy own war in the world, but to mako it
like a irentlftman will von rfnnnRlrtnr. nnrl
not leave the family house and tho monoy
away from the last representative of your
name?'

"'All right,' said he. 'It's a bargain. But
I don't believe you can do It-- '

"And this," said Christopher. "Is how I'mdoing it. You are my first pay passenger,
barely In time."

"I am glad to be the one who brings you
luck," said the young man3 passenger.

"You are at my disposal for the ovoning,
I believe," said Chrlstphcr's passenger, as
Scarlet Runner entered the drive and slowed
down for Its approach to the door. "My
car may come or it may not. In any case,
I wish you to wait."

Ten minutes passed, may be. and thethoughtB of Christopher Race had glided
from tho affairs of his late passenger to hie
own. Ho was wondering when he mightexpect to get his dinner, when the one thing
which of all others he did not expect hap-
pened. Close to Scarlet Runner appeared theflguro which a few minutes ago had beonceremoniously ushered Into the house. TheroIt was the slim, soldierly form, seeming
taller than it was because of its upright
bearing. There was the shining hat, shad-
ing the clear features; there the folded
white handkerchief and the neat overcoat.

Surprisod, but hiding surprise at sltrht of
tho guest of the evening, unescorted and out
of doors when he ought still to have been
engaged with hlo oysters, Chrlstophor sprang
from his seat and awaited orders.

"Saunders Hotel, Charles Streot, Pall Mallquick!" said the crisp voice with the for-
eign accent. But it was less crisp than be-
fore, and betrayed agitation.

Had his passenger's last question beenrepeated, Chrlstophor Race could not have
answered It truthfully and at the same timedecorously, for he was consumed with curi-
osity.

One had always heard that this celebratedpersonage was orratlc and addicted to mak-
ing decisions on Impulse; but his latest ca-
price bade fair, It seemed, to break tho
record. A Royal gentleman la asked to a
friendly dinner; he accepts, goes; and be-
fore he has had five minutes at his host's
table out he pops, unattended, nervous In
manner, ana aemanas to do taKen promptly
back whence he came!

However, Christopher drove on, In & re-
flective mood and at a pace to suit it, untilhe had reached Charles Street. There, at thdoor which had given him his fare and hisadventure, he stopped.

"Go in and inquire If Lord Thanet andLady Ivy de Lisle have come," the foreign
voice directed brusquely.

Christopher's face made no comment on
lh3ln?.tW0n,B-- - but that waB because hea man of the world. Wlth- -
l1 waF exc.ltf(f ad curious, for the Earlof Thanet and hlB daughter were distantcousins of Christopher Race, and naturallyhe would have liked to know the why andwherefore of His Majesty's IntereBt in theirmovements. If the name of Lord Thanetalone had been mentioned it would not havestruck him so oddly, for Lord Thanet had atono time been connected with the diplo-matic) oervlco, and had spent yeara on theContinent. But why did ono of the first gen-
tlemen of Europe leave a dinner-part- y Intho midBt to inquiro at an hotel for Ivy deLisle?

His Majesty had a consort to whom howas devoted, and he waa not to be tomptedto a flirtation even by ouch a beauty as LordThanet a twenty-year-ol- d daughter, who hadbeen one of the successes of last Beason.But, then, a man highly placed Is occasion-ally unselfish enough to Interest himself in agirl for the sake of another man who needaan advocate. And there were two men whoBOnames Christopher had heard couplod withLady Ivy do Liole'0, '

Either might have persuaded -- this Sover-eign to plead his cause with the girl's father,
for both could clajm hlo country as the land
of their birth. One was Baron von Hess,
the enormously rich Inventor of the latest
quick-firin- g gun adopted by the Triple Al-
liance; the other was young Max Llnd
whom Christopher had known slightly and
admired greatly at Oxford the son of a
notorious Socialist who had adopted England
for a country when banished from hla own.
A year or two ago there had been a rap-
prochement between Max the elder and an
outraged monarch, and a place In tho diplo-
matic scrvico for young Max had been held
out as an olive branch.

Baron von Hess was a good match for any
girl below Royalty; Max Llnd, on the con-
trary, would have difflcuty. in making hlo
cause good with Lady Ivy's father, unless,
indeed, a monarch should turn matchmaker.

As Christopher started to obey orders he
hoped that this mysterious visit had to do
with Max Llnd and Ivy de Lisle. If it had
he was glad that he was concerned with It,
for Max Llnd all unknown to Max Llnd'a
clever and handsome self had been tho hero
of Christopher's two best years at Oxford.

His hand was on the door, when a call
from his employer gave him pause. "Stop!"
said tho great man. "I left a letter here for

let mo see was it for Lord Thanet or
his daughter? one of the two; I really for-
got to which I addressed it. That letter I
want back. I have changed my mind and
prefer to write a different one'. If Lord
Thanet has not arrived, or If he has arrived,
but has not yet road the letter, I wish to
have it again. Should you foam, oh the
other hand, that tho letter has already boon
received, I will send a message."

Christopher went In somowhat bewildered,
but knowing that somehow ho must Buccecd
in accomplishing his errand.

Christopher was only a poor relation, a
moro "forty-secon- d cousin," and, moreover,
was under the ban of family disapproval.
NovortholcsB, Lady Ivy gave him a lovely
smile of surprisod recognition.

Sho was always more than pretty, and a
radiant beauty when she smiled smiled
with grey oyes and pink cheeks, and 'a pair
of dimples that gave now llfo and meaning
to red lips.

"Why, father, It's Chrlstopherl" she said.
"Naughty Cousin Kit! Have you come here
to seo us?"

"I camo to see if you were here," he re-
plied, hat in hand for hor and for Lord
Thanot, who had only tho ghost of a smile,
with no emphasizing dimples. "I was sont,"
he added, "by a gentleman who not long ago
left a letter to await your arrival."

"Oh, no! we must see what's In It!" broke
In tho girl. "I can't wait. Kit, you know
Max Llnd at Oxford '

"Ivy!" warned Lord Thanet.
"Why shouldn't I tell, as Kit's In His

Majesty's condonco?" asked tho gin wil-
fully. "Wo hop5 wo think that Max Is to be
thanked and honored for a service oh, well.
I'm not going to say what a secret kind or
service, but most important. And if he nao
succeeded, father's promised that Max ana
1 "

"I will take It to His Majesty myself,
suggested Lord Thanet. and v, ent to the
door; but In an Instant he had returned.

the letter, tell himcan tako himthai myaughter and I have just arrived.

Christopher's ancle lays down, the lnir.

that he can guess the errand which has
brought us up from the country to town at
this time; that I am completely at his ser-
vice should he wish to speak with me In-

stead of writing; and we will remain here
In the hall awaiting this message."

Sympathetic now as well aa puzzled, Chris-
topher took the letter and carried it out to
hla passenger, who all but snatched It In
his eagerness. "Good!" exclaimed His Ma-
jesty. "Now let ub get away."

"But, sir," said Christopher," "Lord Thanet
has come and "

Tho gentleman In the tonneau hastily ex-
amined the enevelope. "It Is still unopened,"
he muttered.

"Lord Thanet has not yet had time to
read tho letter. He wishes to know If ho
may have the honor of coming out to "

"No," said His Majesty Imperatively. Then
with Icbb abruptness: "Go back, give Lord
Thanet my compliments, and say that I re-
gret not having the time to speak with him
this evening, as I have an Important engage-
ment, for which I am already In danger of
being late. My compliments also to Lady Ivy
de Lisle, and I am obliged for their courtesy
In returning the letter unread. They shall
hear from me. That is all; and remember
that I am in haste."

Tho message evidently gave disappoint-
ment both to fathor and daughter, though
Christopher guessed that It was for different
reasons.

f
i l ,v & i . 1

He did not doubt that the 'Important en-gagement" for which hla fare had declaredhimself "in danger of boing late" was a con-
tinuation of the unfortunate dinner-part- y atDesmond Houso; therefore the order whichcame from the tonneau gave him a doublesurprise.

"The Wood, No Thoroughfare Street, Ham-
mersmith." The words struck sharply onChristopher's ears.

His Majesty was not going back to the dinner-
-party. Ho was going to tho House ofMax Llnd the older Max Llnd, the long-ag- o

banished Socialist.
What did it mean, Chris asked himselfthat tho autocratic head of that Governmentwaa going to pay a secret visit to tho Wood

There was no drive loading up 'to thohouse, and Scarlet Runner must wait at the
curbstone In tho deserted street appropriately
named "No Thoroughfare." Christopher got
down to open the gates, half oxpectlng to
find 'them locked; but they swung apart witha rusty crecVr, and His Majesty was instantly
swallowed up in Bhadow.

Tike false courier causes trouble.

The Llnds, fathor and son, were above sus-
picion of treachery; but Max senior was, or
had been, notorious for his anti-Royall- st

ideas, and some flrobrand friend might have
taken base advantago of his absence.

What if the man had gone into a trap
and ahould never come out alive?

Ten minutes at least had passed since
His Majesty waa devoured by shadows. If
he had knocked and found no ono within,
there had been more than time for him to
return to the automobile. Some one, then,
must havo received hlra, but whether In
loyalty or treachery Christopher could not
hope to discover by blundering to the front
door and ringing the bell.

Treading on grass to avoid gravel, he
skirted tho path round the house to the
right, and was somewhat relieved to see a
sprinkling of light on the frosted lawn. It
was thrown from a long Fronch window
which opened to the ground, and as tho
casements "wero ajar, the heavy green cur-

tains half drawn back, Christopher could
see Into tho room beyond.

Hla Majesty stood with hio back half
turned to the window, and facing him was
young Max Lind, In traveling dras, his
white fa"ce carved In atone, eyes dark with
tragedy. The visitor held out to his host a
small revolver, and Max was taking It.

"It is the best thing you can do," His
Majesty oaid, and through the open win-
dow tho word reached e&ra for which thoy

I

were not meant "The only thing loft foryou to do in honor."
"Very well," Max answered dully. And he

looked at tho weapon. But Christopher
you remember we're cousins. She lovea

you. This will break her heart, poor child."
"Ho sees Ivy," Ivy's cousin said to hlra-ael- f.

"You will do it?"
"I will do It But "
"There Is a 'but'?"
"My God! Yos, sir, thero is a 'but more

than one. There is my fathor. He was so
happy and proud. He bolloved that 1 should
succeed that I should be able to satisfy
you. And thero is you know well, sir,
thero is another."

"It is bettor for them both that you should
tako this one way of wiping out disgrace."

"Disgrace! It's a hard word. I tried bo
earnestly. I thought I was so certain, only
a quarter of an hour ago, that I had dono
well as well as a man could do."

"And now that I toll you you were utterly
fooled, outwitted by men you should never
havo trusted, don't you seo where you stand?"

"Good-nigh- t, sir. You will learn
that this time It wasn't in vain."

Hl3 Majosty took a stop towards a door
opposite the window, but Max reached it
before him and opened it

"I prefer to find my way out alone," said
the visitor. His host bowed submissively,
and stood at the door until tho erect figure
In the dark ovorcoat had passed out of sight
Then, ooftly, he closed tho door, and as he
came back to a desk which was placed be-

tween door and window Christopher Race
threw the casements wide open.

"Llndl ' he exclaimed, before tho othor
could move to apeak, "It's I Christopher
Race. Don't you remember me? There's no
time to apologlzo and explain, except to aay
that I drovo him to tho house, and I ve
heard aomo things. I thought you wore away
Qfrlth your father. I followed to protect
His Majesty In case of a plot; I've stayed
to defend you from one."

"There Is no plot," said Max Llnd.
"I am not so sure. I've seen Ivy ht

thrilled as he felt that It was not the re-

volver which those traglo oyes really flaw.
"Don't!" Htammored Max.
"I wouldn't. If there wore no hope, hut,

bellovo mo. thoro Is. I want you to wait. I
want you to promiao "

"Ono such promlso aa I'vo made ht is
enough," Max cut in, hla volco like Ice. Tu
don't Unow"

t

"I don't know what It Is you tried to do; I
and failed In, If you did fall. I suppose you I '

wore sent on some mission porhaps one of M IH
those which no Government will acknowl- - I
edgo if it falls, and I ;

"You arV right there. I, etupid fool I
thought I had been a brilliant buccobs, and Iexpected a personal letter of congratula- - 1 JM
tion. Ivy. too, and her father but I cannot 1
talk of it It seems that I played into tho u
handB of the enemy all the while I dreamed Kj

that thoy were playing into mine. I don'toven now understand, but one takes the . 1 IHword of Royalty. You overheard aomothing, IH
but I know you won't betray it. You meant
well though it's no use. You must forgot
hla scene wipe It oft the slate.

you must bo aurpriaed, with the rest of the
world, when " 1 IH

"Yes, if. But It'a only 'if. Llnd. I aak
you to wait till I come back, with newa 3

which may mako all tho difference in the B IHworld to you." I

The white face flushed painfully and the
tragic eyes dilated. "If you mean to fetch
Ivy "

They grasped hands, and Christopher went
quickly out by tho way he had come.

There, by the car, stood the neat figure
In the dark overcoat, the keen eyes looking uHthis way and that under a penthouse frown.

"I beg & thousand pardons for keeping
you, air," aald Christopher, as he shot out
between the half-ope- n gates, "but some-thing- 's

gone wrong with the motor, and I
went inside to look for you, Just to say
that I must get her to the nearest garage
beforo I can take you on. I won't bo long; not IHmany minutes are needed for repairs." IH

He bent and fumbled, and with a few
turns of a spanner loosened the joint of the
exhaust-pip- e noar the silencer. Then quickly
he turned tho starting handle, and Scarlet
Runner broke into a series of. sharp explo-sion- s,

dry as the barking of giant fire- - IHcrackers. I
His Majesty stepped back with less dignity w

than haBte, and uttered somo exclamation in w IHhis native tongue, which waa lost among 1 IHthe explosions. II

'Til wait for you," he said. And hot a H vM
word about the silencer. K

Christopher Race could have shouted as I
he flashed away, tho car yelping maledlc- - 1
tions. 1 IH

When he had turned two corners and was I
well out of earshot from No Thoroughfaro I IH
Street ho stooped and screwed "up tho I- -

loosened Joint, then darted on again; but I
not to a garage. I jM

It waa well for him and well for Scarlet 1

Runner that traffic had gone to sleep, and
policeman had something more engrossing to I
think of than springing traps upon reckless I
motorists, tor cnrlsopner drove as it tor tho l4iaflwinning of a cup; and in eight minutes he 111was at the door of Desmond House. RlH

To tho extreme surprise of the chauffeur I j

in green and brown, the gentleman chauf- - mIiH
feur sounded the big bronze knocker with I

the of a prince. f

The door flew open, and a footman stood I sal
revealed, starting. J

Christopher wrote something on a visit- -
lng card. I

"This must be given Instantly to the gen- - IH
tleman whoso name I have written across the '

top," he aald, pointing at an underscored ll

ft

"It's aa much as my place la worth I
more, sir," stammered the footman, his re- - I
spect Increasing as the visitor's poromp- -

torlness increased. "I don't aeo how 1

could manage it"
"I do not care how you manage it, pro- - IH

vldod you 'do manage It; but it will have to
be managed," aald Christopher. "Give me PJH
the card again." IH

The man gave it, wondering. '

Christopher took from hfs pocket a five- - '

pound note (his last by the way. but that IHwas a detail) and wrapped It round the card. IH
"I will wait here, said he, and I expect IH

an answer in ten minutes at latest"
He got it In six; but it was neither ver-b- al

nor In writing. The man to whom he had jM
sent the urgent message appeared himself
at the door.

"You are very good," Christopher
"But I knew you would come.

"Of course I came. I am not made of IfH
stone." said the other. "And you wrote that IH
it was a matter of life and death for a man
I valued."

"Do you value young Max Llnd, sir?" asked fl
Christopher. IH

"I do indeed, and intend to show my
He has Just rendered me a great

service, in accomplishing a mission tact-full- y,

adroitly, as few other young men liHcould have accomplished it And I have done tlmy beat not only to assure his career, but ilhis happiness for the future as a reward.
Why do you ask such a question?" PH

"Because at this moment Max Llnd es

that you havo doomed him to death, as
a ghastly failure who haa compromised tho HVJ
Government for which he was working. Ho
believes that you have put into his hand a

and told him the only thing to do is
to blow out his brains."

"Great heavens! But this is madness."
"It will be suicide in less than an hour, I

unless you will consent to come with me. BVJ

"Leave my friends who are entertaining IH
me to go where?" jH

"To the Wood. Hammersmith, the houso of
the Linda, where a man who usurps your iH!dignity and uses it for his own or some K
other's advantage is expecting mo back VH
every moment"

"A-m- an who Can you mean Gustav
KrokeslusT"

"If Gustav Krokesius is tho living image ,M
of you, sir, has cultivated a volco like yours, 'Aland wears olothes copied from yours." iBVfl

"Ho does, and for tho bost of reasons iBVfll
because he 1b what you English would call 'tVAl
my underatudy. A man who naturally re- -
sembles me remarkably, and is paid to cul- - iHtlvate every detail of that rosomblance, tak- -

lng my place during my visit here when- - iH
ever I wish it, before the public, that I may .Henjoy myself as I please and not bo spied
upon by reporters or Anarchists. But ho ilin off duty 'H"Officially, perhaps. Yet ho has been at ;Hwork. He went to tho Charles Street hotel,
got back a letter left by you for Lord
Thanet who Is my cousin, and drove out to KSJ
the Wood " BBVJ

"How do you know all this?"
"Because I took him for you, and acted aa

his chauffeur until I begun to suspect Then
I came here to' get you to save my friend. IBpJ
Max Llnd, from misery and disgrace my
cousin, Ivy de Lisle, from a broken heart" iVflVJ

"That lovely girl! Ah. I guess the mys- - HAVfl
tery. He la paid for this business by von
Hess, who loves Lady Ivy and hates Llnd, jHBut von Hess shall pay more. He shall pay
me. Aa for Krokesius did you say we
ahould find him still at the Wood?"

1 said that I left him there-watchin- g,

but when he sees you
"We will be too quick for him, aald Hla

Majesty, looking pleased.
And they were too quick; for ho is a man

whose prophecies usually come true.
He made several poople happy that nlght

hut Guatav Krokesius waa not one. of them
nor Baron von Hess.

Chrlatopher poured a glass of champagne
over ScarUt Runner's bonnet H

"That's A libation, ray beauty aald he. Kfff
H. was glad that he had Quarrelled with HHH

hla uncle, that he waa free, with a 5 ear 01 UKJH
adventure before him.
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